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There be those who say that' things and places have souls, and there 
sa ^ ^ ^ ave n °t, I dare not say, myself, hut I will 

Men of • strength and honour fashioned that Street: good valiant- men 
of our blood_who had come from the Blessed Isles across the sea. At 
Iirst'It. was but a path trodden by bearers of water from the woodland 
spring to the cluster of houses by the beach. Than as more men came 
to the- growing cluster of houses and looked about for places to dwell, 
they built cabins along the north side; cabins of stout oaken logs 
v£th masonry on the side toward the forest, for many Indians lurked 
there with fire-arrows. And in a few years more, men built, cabins on 
the south side of The Street. 

Up and down The Street walked grave men in conical hats, who.mast 
af the time carried muskets or fowling pieces. And there were also 
their bonneted wives and sober children. In the evening these men with 
their wives and children would sit about gigantic hearths and read and 
speak. Very simple were the things of which they read and spoke yet 
things which gave them courage and goodness and helped them by dav to 
subdue the forest and till the fields. And the children would' listen 
and learn of the laws and deeds of old, and of that dear England which 
they had never seen, or could not remember. 

There was war, and thereafter no more Indians troubled The Street 
The men, -busy with labor, waxed prosperous and as happy as they knew 
how to be. And the children grew up comfortable, and more families 
came from the Mather Land to dwell on The Street. And the children's 
children, and the newcomer's children, grew up. The town was now a 
city, and one by one the cabins gave place to houses, simple, beauti¬ 
ful houses of brick and wood, with stone steps and iron railings and 
fanlights over the doors. No flimsy creations were these houses for 
they were made to serve many a generation. Within there wore carven 
mantels and graceful stairs, and sensible, pleasing furniture china 
.and silver, brought from the Mother Land. ’ 

So the Street drank in the dreams of a young people, and rejoiced 
as its dwellers became more graceful and happy. Where once had been 
only strength and honour, taste and learning now abode as well Books 
and paintings and music came to the houses, and the young men went to 
the university which rose above the plain to the north. In the place 
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of conical hats and small-swords, and lace and snowy periwigs, there 
were cobble-stones over which clattered many a blooded horse and rum¬ 
bled many a gilded coach; and brick sidewalks with horse blocks and 
hitching-posts. 

There were in that Street many trees; elms and oaks and maples of 
dignity; so that in the summer, the scene was all soft verdure and 
twittering bird-song. And behind the houses were walled rose-gardens 
with hedged paths end sundials, where at evening the moon and stars 
would shine down bewitchingly while fragrant blossoms glistened with 
dew. 

So. The Street dreamed on, past wars, calamities, and changes. Once 
most of the young men went away, and some never camo back. That was 
when they furled the Old Flag and put up a new Banner erf Stripes and 
Stars. But though men talked of great changes, The Street felt them 
not, for its folks were still the same, speaking of the old familiar 
things in the old familiar accents. And the trees still sheltered 
singing birds, and at evening the moon and stars looked down upon dewy 
blossoms in the walled roso-gardens. 

In time there were no more swords, three-corner hats, or periwigs 
in The Street. Haw strange seemed the denizens with their walking- 
sticks, tall beavers, and cropped hcadsl Now sounds came from the 
distance -first, strange puffings and shrieks from the river a mile away 
and many years later strange puffings and shrieks and rumblings from 
other directions. The air was not quite so pure as before, but tho 
spirit of the place had not changed. Tho blood and soul of thoir'an- 
cestors who had fashioned The Street. Nor did tho spirit change whon 
tthey tore open tho earth to lay down strange pipes, or when they set 
up tall posts boaring woird wiros. There liras so much ancient loro in 
that: Street, that the past could not easily be forgotten. 

Then came days of evil, whon many who had known The Street of old 
knew it no more and many know it, who had not known it before. And 
went away.- for their accents wore coarso and strident, and their mein 
and facos'unpicasing. Their thoughts, too, fought with tho wiso just 
spirit: of Tho Street. So that Tho Street pined siloncly as its houses 
fell into decay, and its trees died ono by ono, and its rose-gardens 
grew rank With weeds and waste. But it felt a stir of pride one day 
when again, marched forth young men, somo of whom never came back. 
These young men wore clad in blue. 

With the years worse fortune camo to Tho Street. Its troos woro 
all gono now, anlits rose-gardens wore displaced by the backs of cheap 
urly now buildings on parallel streets. Yet the houses remainod, dis- 
nito the ravages of tho years and tho storms and worms, for they had 
been made’to servo many a generation. New kinds of faces appeared in 
The Street: swarthy sinister faces with furtivo oyes and odd features, 
whoso owners spoko unfamiliar words and placed signs in known and un¬ 
known characters upon most of tho musty houses. Push-carts crowded 
the gutters. A sordid, undofinable stonch settled over tho placc,and 

tho anciont: spirit slept.., , .. 

Groat, excitement once camo to Tho Street. War and revolution woro 
raging across the soas- a dynasty had collapsed, and its dogonorato 
subjects woro flocking with dubious intent to tho Western Land, Many 
of these took lodgings in tho battorod housos that had onco known tho 
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song of .birds and the scent of rases, Then the Western Land itself 
awoke, and joined the Mother Land in her titanic struggle for civili¬ 
zation. Over the.cities once more floated the Old Flag, companioned 
by tno new flag and by a plainer yet glorious Trl-coloun But not many 
flags floated over The Stroet, for thcroin brooded only fear and hatred 
and ignorance. Again young men wont forth, but not quite as did the 
young men of those other days. Something was lacking. And the sons 
of those young men erf other days, who did indcod go forth in olive- 
drab with the true spirits of their ancestors, went from distant places 
and knew not The Street and its ancient spirits. 

Over the seas there was a groat victory, and in triumph most of the 
young men returned. Those vho had lacked something lackod it no long¬ 
er, yet did foar and hatred and ignorance still brood over The Street; 
for many had stayed behind, and many strangers had come from distant 
places to the ancient houses . And the young men who had returned, 
dwelt there no longor. Swarthy and sinister were most of the strang¬ 
ers, -yet among them one might find a few faces like those who fashion¬ 
ed The Street and moulded its spirit. Like end yet unlike, for there 
was in the eyes of all a weird, unhealthy glitter as of groed, ambition, 
vindictiveness, or misguided zeal. Unrost and treason wero abroad 
amongst on evil few who plotted to strike the Western Land its death¬ 
blow, that they might mount to powor aver its ruins; even as assassins 
had mounted in that unhappy, frozen land from whence most of them had 
come. And the heart of that plotting was in The Street, whpso crumb¬ 
ling houses teoned with alien makers of discord and echoed with the 
plans and speeches of those who yearned for the appointed day of blood, 
flame, end crime. 

Of the various odd assemblages in The Stroot^ the law said much but 
could prove little. With groat diligence did men of hidden badges, 
linger and listen about such places as Potrovitch's Bakery, the squa¬ 
lid Rifkin School of Modern Economics, the Circle Social Club, and the 
Liberty Club, There congregated sinistor men in groat numbers, yet 
always was- their speech guarded in a foreign tongue. And still the 
aid housos stood, with thoir forgotton loro of nobler, departed coni- 
turios; of. sturdy colonial tenants and dewy rosc-gardons in tho moon¬ 
light. Sometimes a love poet or traveler would come to view The Stroet 
and would try to picture them in their vanished glory; yet of such 
travelers and poets there wore not many. 

Tho rumor now spread widoly that those houses contained the loaders 
of a vast band of terrorists, who on a designated day woro to launch 
an orgy of slaughter for tho extermination of America, and of all tho 
fino old traditions which Tho Street had loved. Handbills and papers 
fluttered about filthy gutters; handbills and papers printod in many 
tongues and in many characters, yot all bearing messages of crime and 
rebellion. In those writings tho people woro urged to tear down tho 
laws and virtuoc that our fathers had exalted; to stamp out tho soul 

of f;ho old America-the soul that was bequeathed through a thousand 

and a half yoaro of Anglo-Saxon freedom, justice and moderation. It 
was said that tho swart mon who dwelt in Tho Street and congregated in 
its rotting cdificos wore tho brains of a hidoous revolution; that at 
their word of command many millions of brainless, bosotted boasts would 
stretch forth thoir noisomo talons from tho slums a-f a thousand cities, 










burning, slaying, and destroying till the land of our fathers should 
ho no more* All this was said and repeated, and many looked forward 
in dread to the fourth day of July about which the strange writings 
hinted muchjyot could nothing bo found to place the guilt* None could 
tall just whoso arrost might cut-off the damnable plotting at its source. 
Many times bands of blue - coated polico camctosoarch tho shabby houses 
though at last they ceased to come; for they had grown tired of law 
and order, and had abandoned all tho city to its fate • Then men in 
olive - drab came, bearing muskets ; till it seemed as if in its sad 
sleep to The Street must have come haunting dreams of those other days, 
when musket: boaring men in conical ha.ts walked along it from the wood¬ 
land spring to tho cluster of houses by tho beach. Yet could no act 
ho performed to check the impending ca.taclysm, for the swart sinister 
men were old in cunning. 

So Tho Street: slept uneasily on, till one night there gathered in 
PctrovitchS Bakery and tho Rifkin School of Modern Economics, and tho 
Cirlo Social Club, and in tho Liberty Cafe, and in other places, as 
woll, vast hoards of men whoso cyos wore big with horrible triumph and 
expectation. Ovor hidden wires strange messages traveled and much was 
said of still stranger messages yet to travel ; but most of this was 
not: guessed till afterward , whon the Western Land was safe from the 
peril . The men in olive - drab could not tell what was happening or 
what they ought to do ; for tho swart sinister men wore skilled in 
subtlety and concealment. 

And yet the men in olive-drab will always remember that night, and 
will speak of The Street as thoy toll of it to their grandchildren; 
for many of them were sent thoro toward morning on a mission unlike 
that which they had expected. It was known that this nest of anarchy 
was old, and that tho houses woro tottering from tho ravages of tho 
years and tho storms and worms; yet was tho happening of that summer 
a surprise boce.uso of its vory queer uniformity. It was, indood, an 
exceedingly singular happening; though after all a simple one. For 
without warning in one of the small hours boyond midnight all the ra- 
vagos of the years and tho storms and #ho worms came to a tromondous 
climax* and after the crash there was nothing left standing in The 
Street’save two ancient chimneys and part of a stout brick wall. Nor 
did anything that had been alive, come alive from the ruins. A poet 
and a trcvolor, who came with the mighty crowd that sought tho scone, 
toll"odd stories. Tho poot says that all through the hours before 
dawn ho beheld sordid ruins but indistinctly in the glaro of tho arc 
lights* that there loomed above the wreckage another picture wherein 
he described moonlight and fair houses and elms and oaks and maplos of 
dignity And the traveler declares that instead of tho places wonted 
stench their lingered a dolicato fragrance as of rosos in full bloom. 
But arc not the dreams of poets and the tales of travelers natorious- 

ly Thorc ? bo those who say that things and places have souls, and thore 
bo thoso who say they have not; I dare not say, myself, but I have 
told you of Tho Street. 
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\ DESCENT TO AVERNUS 


For one whoso knowledge of the subtcrrcr.n world has hitherto been 
confined wholly to dreams and fiction, there aro probably few experi¬ 
ences as thoroughly moving and satisfying as an exploration of the end¬ 
less caverns in Virginia . Though not among the vastest of earth's 
hidden chambers, this profound labyrinth of night has a wealth of for¬ 
mations and dramatic vistas which can scarcely bo parallel elsewhere; 
so that it forms a perfect realization of our wildest and most fantas¬ 
tic infernal visions. 

The long railway journey from Washington to New Market, the near¬ 
est town to the caves, is through a. region made richly historic by the 
Civil War - beginning with Manasses and ending with the scone of Sher¬ 
idan's Ride - but the terrain does not bocomo wild and vivid until the 
latter half of tho trip, when the mountains aro reached. Then one 

observes bold landscapes much like those of tho Connecticut valley - 
rugged ridges of hills and splendid prospects of valley and distant 
towns . The agricultural state of tho country seems more prosperous 
than that of Nov/ England , though none of tho farms can approach tho 
typical Yankee homestead in neatness and beauty. Zigzag rail fences 
of the Southern typo serve generally, instead of stone walls, to di¬ 
vide tho fields; though a few of tho lattor arc not absent. 

New Market is reached after a four-hour ride, and a coach convoys 
the traveler to the mouth of the caverns, some six miles away. These 
open from a pleasant spot jdst at tho base of a groat hill, where the 
owners have built an office and laid out suitablo grounds. Purchasing 
ticket , ono enters a building covering tho actual gate of the abyss 
and is assigned to a party dominated by two guides, a lecturer-leader 
and a roar guard to save stragglers from the nameless perils of io«« 
in tho gulfs of blackness. s 

Proceeding down stoop stone stops to a region whoso uniform temper 
ature contrasts oddly v/ith the shifting thermal values outside the 
subterranean novice knows he is at last in a real cavern, and that ho 
is about to sample in objective fact those secrets of earths ultimate 
core which he has heretofore traversed only in dreams and in literature. 
It is a groat moment; and as tho first of tho wido gulfs yawns up bc- 
foro tho explorer, ho fools that something out of phantasy has come 
earthward to meet him and give substance to his profoundcst imaginings 

Thoro is no exaggeration in all tho awed and marvol-filled accounts 
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of the caves which have boon published. As deep gives place to deep, 
gallery to gallery, and chamber to chamber, one fools transported to 
the strangest regions of nocturnal fancy. Grotesque formations leer 
an every hand, and the over-sinking level apprises one of the stupen¬ 
dous depth ho is attaining. Glimpses of far black vistas beyond the 
radius of the lights - sheer drops of incalcuble depth to unknown 
chasms, or arcaded beckoning laterally to mysteries yet untasted by 
human eye - bring one's soul close to the frightful and obscure fron¬ 
tiers of the material world , and conjure up suspicions of vague and 
unhallowed dimensions whose formless beings lurk ovor close to the Vis¬ 
ible vrorld of manfe five senses. Buried eras - submerged civilizations, 
subterranean universes and unsuspected orders of ontitics and influences 
that haunt the sightless depths - all these flit through an imagina¬ 
tion confronted by the literal presence of soundless and eternal night 
One regrets the uniform illumination of the visited parts of the cavo* 
and lags behind the party as much as the rear guide will lot one, in 
order to imbibe the stupendous spectacle without excessive human clutt¬ 
ering. 

The crystal formations at several points are of a. fantastic beauty 
so poignant that all sensations of horror are momentarily forgotten. 
Water, limestone, and quartz have done strange and exquisite things at 
the behest of the infernal deities, and under the play of carefully 
arranged lights the stalactitic, staJLagmitic, and other effects are 
grotesque and exotic with cosmic, interplanetary suggestions. Words 
cannot doscr.ibo the. utter, supernal lovolincss of those formations 
known c,s the Diamond Lake and Oriental Room - they arc not of this' 
earth, but are sheer fragments of the narcotic rhapsodies of hashish- 
eaters, and the inspired visions of those few rare artists in words 
and colours who have had glimpses of realms beyond starry space. 

And at: the bottom of all-far, far down - still trickles the waters 
that carved the whole chain of gulfs out of the primal soluble lime¬ 
stone. Whence it comes and whithor it trickles - to what awesome 
deeps of Tartarean nightod horror it tears the doom - fraught messages 
of tho hoary hills - no being of human mould can say. Only. They, whi<3i 
gibber dawn There can answer. 










THE BRIEF AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Of ilN 

INCOMSEOUEMTIAL SCR1B3LER 


Since the earthly career of a secluded and non - robust Individual 
is seldom replete with exciting events, my readers must not expect the 
fallowing chronicle to possess much which will hold their attention or 
awaken their intorost. But for tho mandate of a relentless editor, 
they would have been spared this affliction. 

I vras born in Providence, of urunixod English ancestry, on August 
20, 1890. During the first few years of my existence, ny mode of ex¬ 
pression was more often oral than written; and my tastes much more mo¬ 
dern than at present. It is indeed worthy of note that my utterances 
prior to tho summer of 1891 betray a marked kinship to the vers libre 
af today. 

In the year 1892, from which my first genuine recollections proceed, 
my literary career began in earnest. Havino mastered the are of conn¬ 
ected speech, and assimilated tho alphabet, I was an inveterate recit¬ 
er of poesy, delivering such piocos as "Shcridanb Ride" and selections 
from "Mother Goose" with true declamatory finesse. I also dabbled in 
poetic imagism, with aid from alphabetical blocks. 

By the close of 1893>I had addbd another accomplishment to my cat¬ 
alogue - that of reading. . Ny tastes ran to polysyllables, of whose 
pronunciation I was not always certain. About this period I began to 
supplement tho fairy talccl hitherto related to mo, with individual re¬ 
search in tho pictureful pages of Grimm, and developed a marked pen¬ 
chant for everything pertaining to myths and legends. The close of 
IB95 and I896. wore uneventful, and although I was constantly scribb¬ 
ling both crude prose and crude rhymes, no specimen survives. Tho 
loading ovant af this era tfafe-ny change of interest'from Teutonic to 
Classical mythology, induced by perusal of Hawthorne 1 s “Wonder Book,” 
and "Tanglowood Talcs". 

In 1897 I composed by earliest surviving attempt at authorship,a 
"poem" in forty-four linos of internally rhyming iambic heptameter, 
entitled "Tho Poem of Ulysses; or Tho Now Odyssey", whose four linos 
are as follows: 

"The night was dark, 0 Reader, harkj 
and see Ulysses fleet; 

All homeward bound, with vict‘ry 

crown'd, ho hopes his spouse to greet; 
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"Lang hath ho fought, put Troy to naught, 
and levelled down its walls; 

But; Neptune' s wrath obstructs his path, 
and into snares he falls," 

In 1898 I commenced a school career, much interrupted by ill health 
and supplemented by hone reading and private instruction, It was my 
favorite diversion to spend hours in the midst of the family library, 
brov^sing chiefly over books ovor crcontrilfy old, ‘and insensibly form¬ 
ing a taste for eighteenth-century stylo and thought which will never 
leave mo. 

In 1899 I became interested in the sciences, and established my 
first enduring amateur publication, "The Scientific Gazette," which 
ran continuously until 190*+. It was published successively bo pencil 
pen, and hectograph, and afforded me infinite pleasure and pride*. 

In 1903 astronomy became my chief interest, and I established tho 
hoctographod magazine, "The Rhode Island Journal of Astronomy", which 
survived until 1907. All this time I knew nothing of organized ama- 
teurdom, and the roams of old-fashioned miscellany I had been evolv¬ 
ing remained mercifully unpublished till 1906, when I made my debut 
in print by commencing a scrios of monthly astronomical articles in a 
local paper. 

From 1906 to 191k I was a contributor to sundry publications of no 
importance, veering about 1811 from pure science back to belles letters. 
In March, 191V, I learned through Mr. Edward F. Daas of /uaatourdom r s ’ 
existence, and soon joined the United; a connection likely to subsist 
till-my deaths since it has furnished me more enjoyment than any other 
I have experienced. 

In tho United it has boon my privilege ta become a frequent contrib¬ 
utor to the press, and to hold several offices, including tho Presi¬ 
dency and the Chairmanship of tho Department of Public Criticism. I 
have ondeavored to support the mpst purely literary and progressive 
elements in the association, and to aid in a revival of that conserva¬ 
tism and classicism which modern literature seems dangerously prone 
to reject. To this purpose is my individual publication, "Tho_ Consor- 
vativo" devoted. 

These various activities have doubtless gained for mo the reputa¬ 
tion of being an insufferable old pedont ; yet I cannot wholly com¬ 
plain of my fato, since Editor Samples dooms It fit to wasto good white 
paper upon those over-long annals of Boetian modiocrity. 
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ANGLO-SAXON DOM 


When the historian of the future shell look beck upon the stupend¬ 
ous events of this ego, it is likely thet he vill find, eside from the 
gcnorel defense of civilization , no ovont of greeter magnitude end 
significance then the new understanding which is daily being cemented 
botween the two political divisions of Anglo-Saxondom. 

The war has strippod many shams and delusions from the s o c iel end 
political life of the world; and paramount amongst those is the per¬ 
nicious fallacy, fostered by and for the unthinking immigrant rabble, 
that America’s path must lie apart from that of the Mother Empire. 

The strongest tie in the domain of mankind, and the only potent 
source of social unity, is that mystic essence compounded of race, 
language and culture; a heritage descended from the remote past. This 
tie no human force cm break , whatever political revolution may by 
such an agency bo effected. It may bo temporarily submerged by the 
base prejudices of passion and the detestable contamination caused by 
alien blood, but rise it must when overwhelming threat calls out man's 
doeper emotions, and sweeps aside the superficialities of arbitrary 
modes of thought. 

Today wo know that, as in the beginning, England and America are 
spiritually one; one undivided rampart of liberty and enlightenment 
ordained by tho Fates to defend for humanity the priceless legacy of 
classical civilization. 


From THE CONSERVATIVE; Volume *+, Number 1- 
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revolutionary mythology 


Events in our little sphere of arae.tcurdom sometimes coincide re¬ 
markably with those of the world outside. The announcement in United 
circlos of Hr. Henry Clapham McGayack's forthcoming ossay on "Prelim¬ 
inaries of the American Revolution", wherein some hoary Yankee myths 
will be dissected, comes almost simultaneously with the storm of re¬ 
sentment awakened among professional American pa.triots by the lament¬ 
able faux pas of Prof. V/ilson's pacifistical Secretary of War * who 
assorted in a campaign speech on October 16, that the Mexican banditti 
of today are comparable to the American revolutionists of General Wash- 
inton's army. 

Secretary Baker has undoubtedly perpetrated another charactcristic- 
Wilsonian blunder in drawing a parallel between the pure-blooded An - 
glo-Saxon rebels of 1775, and the herd of half-breed*swine, bent only 
on plunder, who are grunting, shooting, cavorting, and misbehaving gen¬ 
erally below our southern border; but the loud denunciation comes 
rather from tho truth he has lot slip, than from the erroneous infer¬ 
ences he has drawn. 

The American Revolution has created a more marvellous fund of gen¬ 
uine legendary lore than any other event in modern history. Not only 
to the prolpetariat, but to tho bulk of our intelligent countrymen, the 
colonists who caused the withdrawel of America from the British Empire 
stand forth as heroes unsullied; as veritable as Galahads, Bayards, 
and Sidneys. It is soberly believed by grown men, that the defiers of 
George III were a host of terrestrial Seraphim, the like of whom have 
never boon know before or since. Willingly enough do wo confess weak¬ 
nesses on both sides of other intestine struggles through which our 
race has passed. In reflecting upon the Civil Wars which culminated 
in Cromwell's usurption, we all acknowledge on the one hand that King 
Charles I was weak, that his promisos were not invoilablo, and that 
many of his adherents wore luxurious and dissipatod non; ahd on the 
other hand that the rebels were hasty, cruel, coarse, hypocritical 
and animated by many false notions. Noithor Charles nor Cromwell is to 
tho dcsccndcnts of his followers as supornal being “sans pour ot sans 
roprodto". But in mentioning tho Continental army of 1775-1783 the 
average American assumes an unconscious accent of prayer, end damns 
any possiblo blasphemer with tho true fervour of tho fanatic. Thet 
tho band of American Colonists who secodod from’the authority of Groat 
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Britain in 1775 contained at least several hunan beings, is well pro¬ 
ven by careful students. That these beings possessed their full share 
of what wo call "hunan nature", is likewise not unknown. Which con- 
pels "The Conservative" to smile a trifle at the legends of Hovolutfcn- 
ary Gods and Hordes preserved by each Xankoc firoside, and transmitted 
both orally and verbally to each succeeding generation. 

The American Revolution arose from a fatal misunderstanding between 
the Englishmen at hone and those upon this continent. Neither side 
can claim the exclusive sanction of Heaven, nor must either be black¬ 
ened with the imputation of infamy. Saxon fought Saxon as non always 
fight non. The record of each army is as clean, or as soiled, as that 
of any other body of embattled human creatures who contond under the 
best traditions of civilised warfare. That a certain amount of loot¬ 
ing, burning, and other irregularities existed in both sides, is no 
cause for surprise or indignation in the mind of the student or his¬ 
torian, for theso things are inseparable from armed conflict of any 
sort, though training nay modify then. Even the sainted crusaders of 
old wore less Christian toward the Saracens than wo would like to im¬ 
agine. 

If the tine has cono when Revolutionary Mythology may be placed in 
honoured banishment beside the similar loro of infant Rono; if men nay 
at last bo suffered openly to speak the truth about those brave Bri¬ 
tons and Colonists of yesterday, it is to be hoped that justice may be 
done that most maligned class in all America - the loyalists,or Tories. 
In the year 1775 this country was a legitimate part of the British Do¬ 
main , under the rightful authority of the King and his Parliament. 
The rebellious decision of a majority of the people can certainly form 
no ground for complaint against those Americans who felt that their 
duty lay with the existing government, and who upheld their Sover¬ 
eigns rule with valour and distinction. That selfish interest dwelt 
beneath the acts of the "Tories " is often asserted, and may in some 
instances be true ; but it is only the most crass ignorance or most 
malicious projudicc which can thus dofamo the multitudo of patriotic 
American Royalists, who vrillingly sufferod or died in the sorvico of 
the third George. 
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THE TRIP OP THEOBALD 


First, August 19, Worcester by bus, whoro W. Paul Cook net no with 
his car. There to Athol. On Aug. 20 took a side trip to Deerfield; 
which is a marvelous old colonial town. On Sunday the 21st, wo vent 
on a trip to Vermont and Now Hampshire - stopping at West Brattleboro 
to soo Goodcnough, who lives in a quaint old farm house on a hill side 
amidst some of tho most beautiful unspoiled country in New England. 
Goodenough is a modest hospitable altogether admirable and dutyful nan 
-on old tine Yankee Puritan, untouched by the centuries. From BrattJLo- 
boro wc went to Lake Sunapco, and thonco back to Athol. On Monday I 
climbed'a high hill west of Athol and had an admirable view. 

Wednesday I loft for Boston. Stayed over night in the Y.M.C.A.and 
took the Portland tus in the morning. Got to Portland Thursday after¬ 
noon, and explored the town, taking a side trip to the Old Colonial 
village of Stroudwatcr, Also went up in the observation tower, built 
in 1807, for signalling ships. Just the same today - splendid view of 
town and harbor. 

Portland is too modern and large to be really quaint, but it is a 
beautiful MU . city with magnificent views and promenades. Friday took, 
a side trio to ancient Yarmount. 13 miles from Portland, and another 
to portlcnd Hoad Lighthouse, built in 1791. Wont through both Long- 
follow houses - birthplace and principal residence. Saturday, took a 
cheap excursion to the White Mountains - saw real mountains for the 
first time in my life , and had some superb views' at Crawford Notch. 
Ascended Mt. Washington by cog-wheel railway, and had some splendid 
views on the way up, though it rained just, as I reached the summit. 

Sunday moved on to Portsmouth, where I revisited all the ancient 
scones I had four years previously. Also hiked out to the Old Bcur- 
ing Wentworth House at Little Hampton, whore I had never been before, 
the scene of Longfellow's poem, "Lady Wentworth". The house was a 
disappointment, for it was a rambling farm house now made over into a 
bummer estate, Doubt if Longfollov had ovor scon it when ho wrote his 
poem. - Monday moved on to Newburyport which is fully as colonial as 
Portsmouth, Those two towns are probably the most ancient looing pla¬ 
ces of largo size in America. Both of then have a whole-network of 
narrow unpaved streets without sidewalks in the poorer sections -just 
as they wero before the Revolution, same houses ahd all. In Nowbury- 
port the vholo business section, outsido of buildings oroctodaboutlSl2 
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just after the groat fire of l8ll. Stopped at the Y.M.C.A. Inallthoso 
places except Portsmouth, whore it was closed on Sunday. So stopped 
at the Kearsago House there. 

Tuesday, explored Newburyport further, end took a side trip to 
Parker River, climbing a great hill getting one of the finest view s 
in Nov; England. 

In the evening wont to Ar.esbury and Haverhill, putting up at the 
Y.M.C.A. and making a trip to Tryout office where I am now. Hope to 
get to Ipswich and Glouchstcr tomorrow, if I can got good transporta¬ 
tion. Then Salem, Marblehead, Doston and hone. 

After leaving Haverhill Wednesday morning,-1 returned to Newburyport 
via West Newbury, giving this ancient town of "Lord" Timothy Doxtor 
a final survey. I then took the train for Ipswich, whore I thorouthly 
explored the ancient Whipple PIousc, built in 1640, and housing one line 
of my ancestry. Obtaining" transportation to Essex, I took there a ’bus 
for Gloucester, which I reached in the afternoon. Registering at the 
Y.M.C.A., I purchased a guidebook and proceeded to explore the town 
much more thoroughly than on my former visit five years ago. This time 
I left nothing unseen, including the fine 1896 church, the stately old 
mansion on Middle Street, the hidden graveyard on Church Street, a fine 
panorama view from Governor's Hill. 

The perennial color and atmosphoro of the water front, where the 
last of New Englandfe maritime still survives. The next day I devoted 
to interiors, notably the fine Sargcnt-Murray-Gilnan PIousc (1786) and 
the ancient Ellery House, CL?© 1 !-) and a side trip to quaint Rockport , 
where old Main St. stretches beside the sea. On the final day I vis¬ 
ited the Riggs House, oldest on Cape Ann - at Annisquam, and explored 
the cliffs of Magnolia, overlooking Normans Woo, and contain the cel¬ 
ebrated Rape's Chasm. At noon I proceeded southwest through pictur¬ 
esque Manchester and bustling Beverly to Saler^ where I steeped myself 
in the usual quota of historical sights. Then crossing by trolley to 
Marblehead, I "devoted the glorious sunset hours to that of finist of 
colonial survivals, inbibing the spirit of Georgian antiquity to its 
fullest extent. 

In the evening I returned to Providonco by way of Lynn and Boston, 
reaching home at midnight, after exactly two weeks of scenic and anti¬ 
quarian 0 travelling. The trip, as a whole, exceeded all others I have 
taken in general pleasure and picturcsqucnoss; and will surely be diff¬ 
icult to improve upon in future years. 
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T HE ALCH£A\JSf 


High u$ crowning tho grassy summit of a swelling mount whoso sides 
aro wooded near tho base with the gnarled trees of the primeval forest 
stands tho old chateau of my ancestors. For centuries its lofty bet- 
tlcncnts have frowned down upon the wild and rugged countryside about 
serving as a home and stronghold for the proud house whoso honored line 
is older even that the moss-grown castle walls. Those ancient turrets 
stained by the storms of generations and crumbling under the clow yet 
nighty pressure of time, formed in the agos of feudalism, one of the 
mast dreaded and formidable fortresses in all Franco. From its mach- 
icolctcd parapets and mounted battlements, Barons, Counts, and oven 
Kings had been defiled, yet never had its spacious halls resounded to 
tho footsteps of the invader. 

But since those glorious yce.rs all is changed. A poverty but lit¬ 
tle the level of dire want, together with a pride of name that forbids 
its alleviation by the pursuits of commercial life, have prevented tho 
scions of our line from maintaining their cstatos in printing splend¬ 
our; and the falling stones of tho walls, the overgrown vegetation in 
the parks, the dry and dusty moat, the ill-paved courtyards, and top- 
ling towers without, as well as the sagging floors, the worm-eaten 
wainscots, and the faded tapostrios within, all toll a gloomy tale of 
fallen grandeur. As the agos passed, first one, then another of tho 
four great turrets were loft to ruin, until at last but a single tow- 
or housed tho sadly reducod docondants of t ho once mighty lords of tho 
estate. 

It was in one of tho vast and gloomy chambers of this remaining tow¬ 
er that I, Antoine, last of tho unhappy and accursed Comtes do C 
first saw the light of day, ninety long years ago. Within those walls 
and amongst tho dark and shadowy forests, tho wild ravines and grottos 
of the hillside below, wore spend the first years of my troubled lifa 
My parents I never know. My father had boon killed at tho age. of thir¬ 
ty-two, a month before I was born, by the fall of a stono somehow dis¬ 
lodged from one of the deserted parapets of the castlo. And my mother 
having died at my birth, my caro, and education dovolvod solely upon 
on® ronaining servitor, an old and trusted man of considerable intcl- 
igoncc, whoso name I renembor as Piorro. I was an only child and the 
lack or companionship which this fact entailed upon no wall all aug - 
rnontod by tho strange care oxorcisod by my aged guardian. In excluding 
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ne from the society of the poassnt' children whose abodes were scatter¬ 
ed here and there upon the plains that surround the base of the hill. 
Att the tine, Pierre said that this restriction was imposed upon no be¬ 
cause ny nobln birth placed no above association with such plebian 
conpany. How I know that its real object was to keep from ny ears the 
idle tales of the dread curse upon our line, that-were nightly told 
and magnified by the simple tenantry as they conversed in hushed acc¬ 
ents in the glow of their cottage hearths. 

Thus isolatedj and thrown upon my own resources, I spent the hours 
of my childhood in poring over the ancient tomes that filled the shad¬ 
ow-haunted library of the Chateau, and in roaming without aim or pur¬ 
pose through the perpetual dust of the spectral wood, that clothes the 
side of the hill noar its foot. It was perhaps an effoct of such sur¬ 
roundings that my mind early acquirod. a shade of melancholy. Those 
studies and pursuits which partako of the dark and occult in nature 
most strongly claimed my attention. 

Of ny own race I was permittod. to learn singularly little, yet what 
small knowledge of it 1 was able to gain, soonod to depress no much. 
Perhaps it was at first only tho manifest reluctance of my old. pre¬ 
ceptor to discuss with no my patomal ancestry that gave riso to tho 
terror which I over felt at tho mention of ny great houso, yet as J 
grew out of childhood, X was able to picco together disconnected frag¬ 
ments of discourse, let slip from the unwilling tongue which had. begun 
to- faJLtcr in approaching senility, that had a sort of rolation to a 
certain circumstance which I had always doomed strange, but which now 
became dimly terrible. The circumstance to which I allude is tho ear¬ 
ly age at which all the Cooto3 of my lino had. mot their end. Whilst 
I had hitherto considorod this but a natural attribute of a family of 
short-lived non,I afterward pondered long upon these premature deaths^ 
and began to connect then with the wanderings of tho old nan, who oft¬ 
en spolco of a curse which for centuries had prevented, the lives of the 
holders of my title from much oxceoding tho span of thirty-two years. 
Upon ny twonty-first birthday, tho aged Pierre gave to mo family doc¬ 
ument which ho said had for many generations had boon handed down from 
father to son, and continuod by each possessor. Its contents were of 
the most startling naturo, and its porusal confirmed the gravest of my 
apprehensions. At this tine, ny belief in tho supernatural was firm , 
and deep seated, clsu X should havo dismissed with scorn tho incredi¬ 
ble narrative unfolded before my oyos. 

The paper carried me back to tho days of the thirteenth century, 
when the old castle in which X sat had been a feared and impregnable 
fortress. It told of accrtain ancient man who had once dwelled on 
our cstatos, a person of no small accomplishments, though little above 
tho rank of peasant: by name, Michol, usually designated by tho surname 
of Mauvais, the Evil, on account of his sinister reputation. Ho had 
studied beyond the custom of his kind, socking such things as tho Phil¬ 
osopher's Stone, or tho Elixir of Eternal Lifo, and was roputod wiso 
in tho terrible secrets of Black Magic and Alchemy. Michol Mauvais 
had one son, named Charlos, a yough as proficient as himself in tho 
hidden arts, and who had therefore boon called Lo Sorcior, or tho Wiz¬ 
ard. This pair, shunned by all honest folk, were suspected of tho most 
hideous practices. Old Michol was said to havo burnt his wife alive 







as a sacrifice to the Devil, and the unaccountable.disappearances of 
many small peasant children wore laid at the dreaded door of these two. 
Yet through the dark natures of the father and son ran one redeeming 
ray of humanity; the evil old nah lovod his offspring with fierce in¬ 
tensity^ whilst the youth had for his parent a more than filiar aff¬ 
ection. 

One night the castle on the hill was thrown into the wildest con¬ 
fusion, by the vanishment of young Godfrey son to Henri tho Compte. A 
searching party, headed by the frantic father invaded tho cottage of 
tho sorccrors and there came upon old Michel Mauvais, busy over a huge 
and violently boiling cauldron. ’/Jithout certain cause, in the ungov- 
erned madness of fury and dispair, the Comte laid hands on the aged 
wizard, end ere ho released his murderous hold his victim was no more. 
Meanwhile joyful servants were proclaiming aloud the. finding of young 
Godfrey in a distant and unusod chamber of the groat edifice, tolling 
too late that poor Michel had been killed in vain. As the Comte and 
his associated turned away from tho lowly abodo of tho alchemist, the 
form of Charles Lc Sorcior appeared through the trees. The excited 
chatter of the menials standing about told him what had occurcd, yet 
he scorned at first unmoved at his father’s fate. Then, slowly advanc¬ 
ing. to meet tho Comte ho pronounced in dull, yet terrible accents the 
curse.that ever afterward hauntod tho houso of C_. 

"May ne’er a noble of thy murd’rous line 

.Survive to reach a greater ago than thine"J 
spakb. ho, when suddenly leaping backwards into the black wood, he drew 
from, his tunic a phial of colourless liquid which he throw in tho faco 
ctf his fathers slayer as he disappeared behind the inky curtain of the 
night. Tho Conte died without uttoranco, and was buried tho next day, 
but little more than two and thirty years from tho hour of his birth. 
No trace of the assassin could bo found, though relentless bands of 
peasants scoured the neighboring woods and the meadow-land aroung tho 
hill. 

Thus time and tho want of a ronindor dulled tho memory of tho cur so 
in tho minds of tho late Comte's family, so that when Godfrey, innocent 
cause of the whole tragedy and now bearing tho title, was killed by an 
at tow whilst hunting at tho age of thirty-two, there were no thoughts 
save those of grief at his demise. But when, years afterward, the next, 
young Comte, robert by name, was found dead in a nearby field from no 
apparont cause, the peasants told in whispers that their seigneur ha.d 
but;, lately passed his thirty-second birthday when surprised by early. 
death. Louis, son to Robert, was found drowned in tho moat at tho same 
fateful age, and thus down through tho centuries ran the ominous chron¬ 
icle^ Henris, Roberts, Ankoines, and -Armando snatched from happy and 
virtuous lives when little below tho age their unfortunate ancestor, 
at his murder. 

That I had left at most but cloven years of further existence was 
made -certain'to me by the words which I had road. My life, previous¬ 
ly held at small value, now became dearer to me each day, as I delved 
doepor and deeper into tho mysteries of ;tho hidden world of black ma¬ 
gic. Isolated as X was, modern science had produced no impression up¬ 
on me, and I laboured as in the Middle Ages, as wrapt as had boon old 
Michal and young Charles themselves in the acquisition of demonologi¬ 
cal and alchemical learning. Yet road as 1 might, in no mannor could 
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I account for the strange curso upon, ny lino. In unusally rational mo¬ 
ments, I would oven go so far as to seek a natural explanation, attri¬ 
buting the early deaths of ny ancestors to the sinister Charles Lo f 

Corcior and his heirs; yet having found upon careful inquiry that 
there were no known descendants of the alchemist, I would fall back to 
occult studies, and once more endoavor to find a spell that would re¬ 
lease ny house from its terrible burden. Upon one thing I was abso¬ 
lutely resolved. I should never wod for since no othor branch of r.i y 
family were in existence, I night thus end the curse with nysclf. 

As I drew near the ago of thirty, old Piorrc was called to tho land 
beyond. Alone I buried hin beneath tho stone of tho courtyard about 
which he had loved to wandor in life. Thus was I left to ponder on 
uysolf as the only human creature \\rithin the groat fortrcss,and in r.iy 
utter solitude ny nind began to cease its vain protest against the im¬ 
pending doom, to become almost reconciled to the fate which so many 
of my ancestors had net, Huch of my time was now occupied in tho ex¬ 
ploration of the ruined and abandoned halls and towers of tho old cha¬ 
teau which in youth fear had caused mo to shun, and some of which old 
Pierre had once told me, had not been trodden by human foot for over 
four centuries. Strange and awesome were manyafthe objects I encount¬ 
ered. Furniture, covered by tho dust af ages and crumbling with the 
rat of long dampness mot my eyes. Cobwebs in a profusion never before 
seen by me wore spun everywhere, and huge bats flapped their bony and 
uncanny wings on all sides of the otherwise untenanted gloom. * 

Of my exact ago, oven down to days and hours, I kept a most care¬ 
ful! record, for each movement af the pendulum of tho massive clockiri 
the library told off so much af ny doomed existence. At length I ajp- ' 

raachcd that- time which I had so long viewed with apprehension. Since 
mast’- of my ancestors had boon seized some little while, before thoy 
reached the exact ago of the Comte Henri at his end, I was every mo¬ 
ment on the watch for the coming of tho unknown death. In what strange 
farm the curso should ovortako mo, I knew not; but I was resolved at 
leasts that it should not find no a cowardly ara passive victim. With 
now vigour I applied my self to my examination of the old chateau and 
its contents. 

It was upon one of the longest of all my excursions of discovery in 
tho deserted portion of tho castle, less than a week before that fatal 
hour x/hich I felt must mark the utmost limit of my stay on earth; be¬ 
yond which I could have not even tho slightest hope of continuing to 
draw breath, that I came upon tho eliminating event of my whole life. 

I had spont tho bettor part.of the morning in climbing i$> and down half 
ruined staircases in one of tho most dolapidatcd of tho ancient turrets. 
hs the afternoon progressed I sought the lower levels, descending in¬ 
to what appeared to be either a mediaeval place of confinement, or a 
more recently excavated storehouse for gunpowder. As I slowly tra¬ 
versed tho nitre - encrusted passageway at tho foot of tho last stair¬ 
case, the paving became very damp, and soon I saw by tho light of uy 
flickering torch that a blank, wator-stained wall impeded my journey. 

Turning to retrace my steps, my eye fell upon a small trap-door with 
a ring, which lay directly beneath my foot. Pausing, I succeeded with 
difficutly in raising it, whoreupon thcro was rcvoalcd a black apor- 
ture, exhaling noxious fumes which caused ny torch to sputter, and dis- 
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closing in the unsteady glare tho top of a flight of stono steps. As 
soon as the torch which I loworcd into tho repellent depths burned 
freely-and steadily, I commenced my descent. The stops wero many, and 
led to a. narrow stone-flagged passago which I knew must be far under¬ 
ground. This passage proved of great length, and terminated in a mass¬ 
ive oaken door,, dripping with tho noisturo of the place, and stoutly 
resisting.all my attempts to open it. Ceasing after a time my efforts 
in this direction, I had proceeded back some distance toward tho stops 
when there suddenly fell to my experience one of the most profound and 
maddening'shocks capable of reepption by the human mind. Without warn- 
ingj I hoard tho heavy door behind me creak slowly open upon its rusted 
, hinges. My immediate sensations.are incapable of analysis. To be con¬ 
fronted in a place as thoroughly deserted as I had deemed tho old cas¬ 
tle 'with, evidence of the presence of man or spirit, produced in my 
brain a horror of the mast: acute description. When at last. I turned 
and faced the scat, of the sound, my eyes must have started from their 
orbits at the sight that they beheld. There in the ancient Gothic 
doorway stood a human figuro. It was that of a. man clad in a skull¬ 
cap and long mediaeval tunic of dark colour. His long hair and flaw¬ 
ing board were of a terrible and intense black hue, and of incredible 
profusion. His forehead, high beyond the usual dimensions: his chocks, 
deep sunken and heavily lined with wrinkles; and his hands, long, claw- 
likc and gnarled, were of such a deadly marble-like whiteness as I have 
novor elscwhorc seen in man, His figure, leaned to tho proportions of 
a sko-loton, was strangely bent and almost lost within the voluminous 
, folds of his peculiar garment. But strangest of all. woro his eyes, 

twin cavos; of abysmal blackness; profound in expression of understand¬ 
ing, yet inhuman in degree of wickedness. These were now fixed upon 
i no., • piercing my soul with their hatred, and rooting no to the spot 

whereon I stood. At last tho figuro spoke in a rumbling voice that 
chilled no. through with Its dull hollowness and latent nalovoloncc. 
Tho language in which tho discourse was clothed was that debased form 
of Latin in use amongst the moro learned men of the Middle ages, end 
mado familiar to me by my prolonged rosoarchos into tho works of tho 
aid alchemists and domonologists. Tho apparition spoke of the curse 
which hod hovered over my house, told no of my cooing" end, dwelt on 
tho wrong perpetrated by my ancestor against old Michel Mauvais, and 
gloated over the revenge of Charles Lc Sorcicr. He told how young 
Charles had escaped into tho night, returning in after years to kill 
\ Godfrey tho hoir with an arrow just as he approached tho age which had 
been his fathers at his assination; how ho had secretly returned, to 
the estate and established himsolf,unknown, in tho even then deserted 
subterranean chamber whoso doorway now framod the hideous narrator; hew 
ho had. seized Robert, son of Godfrey in a foild, forced poison down 
his throat and left him to die at the age of thirty-two, thus main¬ 
taining the foul provisions of his vengeful curse. At this point I 
was left to, imagine-the■ solution of the greatest mystery of all, how 
tho curse had boon fulfilled since that time when Charles Lo Sorcior 
must in the courso of nature havo died, for tho nan digressed into an 
account of tho deep alchemical studies of tho two wizards, father and 
• son, spooking most particularly of tho rosoarchos of Charles Le Sorc- 
ior concerning the elixir which should grant to him who partook of it 
otornal. lifo and youth. 

X 
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His enthusiasm had scorned for tho noncnt to ronovo fror.i his terri¬ 
ble eyes that had first so haunted, but suddenly tho fiendish gla.ro 
returned, and with a shocking sound like tho hissing of a serpent, tho 
stranger raised a glass phial with tho evident intent of ending my life 
as had Charles Lc Sorcior, six hundrod years before, ended that of r.iy 
ancestor* Prompted by some porsorving Instinct of self-defense, I 
broke through the spell that had hitherto held no immovable, and flung 
my now dying torch at tho creature who menaced my existcnco, I heard 
the phial brake harmlessly against tho stones of the passage as the 
tunic of the strange man caught fire and lit the horrid scone with a 
ghastly radiance. The shroik of fright and impotent malice omitted by 
tho would -be assassin proved too much for my already shaken norves, 
and I fell prone upon tho slimy floor in a total faint. 

When at last my sonsos returned, all. was frightfully dark, and my 
mind remembering what had occurod, shrank from tho idea of beholding cry 
more 5 yet curiosity overmastered all, \ 7 ho, I asked myself, was this 
man of evil, and how came he within the castle walls? Why should he 
seek to avenge tho death of poor Michel Mauvals , and how had the 

curse boon carried on through all the long centuricd since the time of 
Charles Lo Sorcior? Tho dread of years was lifted off r.y shoulders, 
far I knew that he whom I had felled was the source of all my dangor 
from the curse: and now that I was free, I burned with the desire to 
Xearn more of the sinister thing which had haunted my line for cen¬ 
turies, and made of my own youth one long-continued nightmare. De¬ 
termined upon further ocploration, I felt in my pockets for flint and 
steel, and lit tho unused torch which I had with mo. First of all, 
new light revealed the distorted and blackened form of the mysterious 
stranger. The hideous eyes were now closed. Disliking tho sight, I 
turned away and entered the chamber beyond the Gothic door. Hero I 
found what seemed much like an alchemist*s laboratory. In one corner 
was an immense pile of a shining yellow metal that sparklonod gorgous- 
Ty in the light of the torch. It nay have been gold, but I did not 
pause to examine it for I was strangely affected by that which I had 
undergone. At tho farther end of the apartment was an opening leading 
out into one of tho many wild ravines, of tho dark hillside forest. 
Filled with wonder, yet now realizing how the man had obtained access 
to the* chateau, I proceeded to return. I had intended to pass by tho 
remains of tho stranger with averted face but as I approached the body 
I seemed to hoar emanating from it a faint sound, as though life were 
not yet wholly extinct. Aghast, I turned to examine tho charred and 
shrivelled figure on tho floor. 

Than all. at once the horrible cyos, blacker even that-the scared 
face in which they were sot, opened wide with an expression which I 
was unable to interpret. Tho cracked lips tried to framo words which 
■£could not wo 11 understand. Once I caught tho nano of Charles Lc Scav 
cicr and again I fancied that the words "y oars" and "curse" issued from 
tho twisted mouth. Still I was at a loss to gather tho purport of his 
dimconnoctcd speech. At my evident ignorance of his moaning, tho 
pitchy eyes once more flashed malevolently as me, until, helpless as 
I say my opponent to be, I trembled as I watched him. 

Suddenly tho wretch, animated withhis last burst of strength, rais¬ 
ed his piteous head from tho damp and sunken pavomont. Then, as I ro- 







nr.in.od, parallzed with fear, Ho found his voico and in his dying broath 
screamed forth thoso words which havo ever afterward haunted ny days 
and ny nights* tt PaoL, u ho shroiked, !, can you not guess ny secret? 
Have you no brain whereby you nay recognize the will which has through 
six long centuries fulfilled the dreadful curse upon your house? Have 
I not told you of the groat elixir of eternal life? Know you not how 
the secret of Alchony was solved? I toll you, it is XI Ii II that 
havo lived for six hundred years to maintain ny revenge, for I an 
Charles Lo Sorcicrl* 1 
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